SOME LETTERS OF
Above the hurry of the light All meek and wild my spirit hung, From the far hills I scared the night ' And in the zenith sung,
"01 playmates of her heedless hours, Her eyes ye nevermore may see: My brain and all my soul's dim powers Possess her utterly."
W. V. M. July 18, 1896.
To Mrs. C. H. Toy
[CHICAGO, August n, 1896.] As for Chicago, I find that it gives me days or at least hours of broad-gauge Whitmanesque enthusiasm, meagrely sprinkled over weeks of tedium. The tedium is not of the acid-bath sort, however. Genuinely, I feel mellower, deeper-lungecl, more of a lover of life, than I have ever felt before, and the reason is that I have had long somnolent spaces in which to feel the alchemy of rest. I am writing, not much, but with time enough to listen for the fairy echoes, to turn and taste again, to fix and prefer. I shall never have a lordly shelf-full of books to point to (" Paint my
72The Golden Journey" made it superfluous. The style of the two poems is doubtless somewhat similar, but "Dawn Parley" has a simple directness and a poignancy that the other lacks. At any rate there can be no harm in reprinting it here as an excellent example of its author's earlier manner.
